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the prophets are dark, and who has the lamp to read them?"
He quoted glibly from Isaiah. ce Thus says the holy man who
was sawed in half by his enemies: Surely he has borne our
griefs and carried our sorrows. Yet we thought him struck and
afflicted by the Lord. But he was wounded for our trans-
gressions and bruised for our iniquities. The chastisement
of our peace was upon him, and with his stripes we are
healed. He was despised and rejected of men. Therefore I
will divide him a portion with the great and he shall divide
the spoils with the strong, because he has poured out his soul
unto death,53

Gallus was deeply affected. "Stop/3 he said. "I remember
something.53 What was it? Ah, a passage from Plato that
he had heard used as a text by a declaiming Stoic; he had
thought it mere rhetoric at the time, but now the words
returned, indelibly real and ghastly. He quoted as closely
as he could recall the sentence.

"The righteous man will be scourged and tortured on the
rack, and bound; and he will have his eyes burned out, and
then after much suffering he will be crucified.55

Amos listened attentively, "So the Gentiles have their
prophets.5' He didn5t like to tell Gallus that those prophets
were assuredly inspired by evil daemons, by enemies of the
great god Yahwe who would one day own the earth. Instead
he told of Isaiah's vision of the day when the babe of peace
would be born and the lion would lie down with the
lamb.

But all the staved-off suffering of Gallus had swooped
back upon him. He remembered the men and women
wildly entranced in the Forum, and knew suddenly their
Itungry souls, Out of those souls a god would be created, a
terrifying god, a god of humiliated and humiliating love, a
god who was not satisfied with a fair exchange but would
demand all, a god of intolerable love allowing no rival,
leaving man no privacy, breaking down all the walls of
reserve, the social quietudes, the compacts of family and
friendship.

For a moment the jealous suffering soul of Gallus pierced
the future.

Words from the Attis of Catullus rushed through his head